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leaves; the sharp cracking of fallen twigs on
frosty paths in winter. These are the things
which, no matter where I may travel, I can
never forget; this is the England which will dwell
with me until my life's end.

And it is an England which neither the pitiful
challenging paranoia of Nazidom nor o'f any
other invader can destroy. Those who call
themselves our enemies may obliterate buildings,
annihilate monuments, assassinate men and
. women; they cannot eliminate the flowers, the
trees, the grass, the moist sunny air, the quiet
inviolate spirit, of a whole countryside. Cities
may vanish in a red fury of smoke and flame,
but no conqueror by his bombs and aeroplanes
can wholly remove the marks which immemorial
centuries have laid upon our land. Whatever
the future may bring of hope or despair, of
sanity or suffering, of peace or war, the villages
of this country will be England for ever.